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I would not let him kiss me.    Bid our lord,
Mine and your lord, enquire of Maitland first
If our past purpose for Craigmillar hold .
Or if the place be shifted, and send word
To me that here await his will by you.
Be of good speed ; I say not of good trust,
Who know you perfect in his trust and mine.
Farewell.

Paris.    I am gone with all good haste I may,
And here come back to serve your majesty.
Hath it no further counsel or command
To be my message ?

Quten.                    Tell him, night and day

And fear and hope are grown one thing to me
Save for his sake : and say mine hours and thoughts
Are as one fire devouring grain by .grain
This pile of tares and drift of crumbling brands
That shrivels up in the slow breath of time,
The part of life that keeps me far from him,
The heap of dusty days that sunder us.
I would I could buna all at once away
And our lips meet across the mid red flame
Thence unconsumed, being made of keener fire
Than any burns on earth.    Say that mine eyes
Ache with mine heart and thirst with all my veins,
Requiring him they have not.    Say my life
Is but as sleep, and my sleep very life,
That dreams upon him.    Say I am passing now
To do that office he would have me do,

Which almost is a traitor's; say, his love
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